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in this department. People who challenge musical criticism in a
double capacity put me in a difficulty.

Take Rubinstein, for instance. He was a player of stupendous
manual dexterity, with immense power, passion, and spontaneity.
Had his intellect been as keen as his will was energetic he would
have been unsurpassable: as it was, he stood, after the retirement
of Liszt, the foremost player of his time. But he insisted on com-
posing profusely, strenuously, earnestly, loading up Europe with
big instrumental compositions which it was most painful, in view
of one's regard for him as a pianist, to have to set down as huge
trumperies, intolerably diffuse considering their commonness,
and containing no qualities that were not far more suitably em-
ployed on his songs, duets, pianoforte pieces, and other domestic
ware.

Rubinstein's place has now been taken by Paderewski, intel-
lectually his superior, and made of steel where he was made of
iron, consequently rather less ready to glow and melt. And now
Paderewski, too, is beginning to compose, with die same earnest-
ness and the same ambition. The result is very different: the
Russian pitted against the Pole comes out as childishly in intel-
lectual and critical power as an ancient Roman or modern Bul-
garian against a Greek; but the old difficulty none the less repro-
duces itself: Paderewski stands higher as a player than he does
as a composer; and consequently his playing of his own works is
a waste of his finest powers.

Were I he, I should not condescend to play that Polish Fan-
tasia at a Philharmonic concert: I should say to the directors, "No,
gentlemen: at your classical concerts I play Beethoven, or Bach,
or Chopin, or some other great composer, instead of that deserv-
ing but not as yet exactly first-rate young aspirant Paderewski,
on whose behalf I must, however, thank you for your kind en-
couragement/' We so rarely hear Paderewski with an orchestra
behind him that the choice between a Beethoven concerto and
one of his own works is forced upon us rather sharply; and I
should belittle him as a player if I hesitated to say that I now want
to hear him play Beethoven in G for the first time, or Beethoven
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